C H A P T E R    V
(Rude Awakening)
 
It was pitch black and he could see nothing! His arms and shoulders ached somewhat and his wrists burned slightly. He was lying on something hard. Raising himself up into a sitting position he stretched out his arms and grasped at unobvious surroundings. He cautiously began to move on hands and knees, as he attempted to search and explore. He touched something! It was something moist and cold, but somewhat firm. His fingers clawed at it and his hands were filled with a wet clammy substance. He smelled it. Dirt! Slowly moving his hands, first one and then the other, he found himself following, touching, smelling more and more dirt. Realizing that he was moving in a complete circle he stopped and rather unsteadily stood up. The floor beneath him squeaked. He stomped on it and reached down and felt it. Though it moved and shifted a bit it was solid and when he straightened up, it squeaked again. Wood. He was standing on wood, surrounded by dirt! How long had he been here he wondered? How long?!”
He tried to think and little by little he remembered.  He was galloping under the tall elms when out of nowhere he was alighted upon! His abductors threw something over his head and face, while they held him down and tied his hand. He never even had a chance to see them. As he felt his body being lifted and laid upon something soft, which his nose told him was hay, he struggled and tried to fight, but in vain. It was the jostling and the sound of the wheels that let him know he was on a moving wagon. He recalled the pressure when someone pressed something against his mouth and nose and then he felt weak. During the whole episode he heard no human voice, but did hear the winnowing of a horse just before he surrendered to oblivion.
Now he was awake and his bounds were removed and he was in this place - this cold, dark place, with dirt for walls and boards for floors that creaked when he moved. A place that only God Himself knew where it was! Suddenly he became outraged and threw himself against the dirt wall…kicking and clawing at it!  How dare those slimy vagabonds attempt something like this! He thought testily! Didn’t they know who he was?!! I’ll have their heads! No – beheading was too good for them! He’d let them rot away in the dungeon - slowly, painfully!!!              
His thoughts of revenge revived him and the boards squeaked loudly while he laughed out loud and walked back and forth, seething with anger.  To rob him was one thing, but to, to…wait a minute he thought, rob him?! The creaking of the boards slowed and almost stopped, as he began to move slowly and his hand went to his chest where he felt his diamond and emerald, gold medallion. Had they overlooked!? But how could they? Its jewels blinded one, even in the shade. But it was when his fingers gave evidence that neither had his rings been removed, that he began to belittle his abductors bitterly and the squeaking began again. Fools! The idiotic, imbecilic scoundrels!  Why, if they had even looked at his rings they’d have seen the royal insignia and would have known whom they were accosting! And on top of it all, he wondered in profuse amazement, how could they not have recognized his steed?! His white horse was a one of a kind in Vaughn. No one rode an all-white stallion but Reginald, III, The King! Oh, just wait! He was beside himself with anger and he vowed silently… just wait until they returned!
All at once the creaking of the boards stopped…completely.  A chilling thought sent shivers, not only down his spine but throughout his entire body. Suppose they didn’t come back? For, if robbery wasn’t the motive, then what was?! He fought back the panic as his mind searched frantically for an answer. Why?! Why was he in this place?! It was a few moments before his reasoning responded with an acceptable answer. Ransom! Yes, that was it! They were holding him for ransom. That would explain why they were unconcerned about the jewelry. Costly jewelry would be too difficult to get rid of, but gold could be spent anytime, anywhere. Yes, he assured himself, as soon as they were paid their price, he would be released. He could only hope his palace soldiers were wise enough to formulate some feasible plan to capture the mad men.
 The floor boards began to creak again then just as suddenly stopped. A discouraging realization entered Reginald’s mind. Would the ransom be paid? Who would pay it? He had trusted no one. The King’s treasury was locked away in a hidden place in the palace and no one had access to it, but him. He liked it that way. This fact, of course, his abductors didn’t know. Ah, but it was this fact he reasoned, with great relief, which would make them come back. The floor boards began to creak again, as he satisfied himself with the idea that if his kidnappers wanted money, they’d have to come back for him!
Pompous, III paced back and forth until his legs could hold him up no more. Slumping to the floor, he again tried to figure out how long had it been since his abduction. How long had he been unconscious? He could not say, but his stomach told him that it was well past breakfast, lunch and dinner time. Where were they, he wondered, frantically? Why hadn’t they come back by now?!
It was then that the fear he had previously chased away began to nudge again. Was it possible that they were, indeed, going to leave him there to die?! This time it was not thoughts of vengeance that gave him strength, but the will to survive!  Jumping to his feet, he clawed desperately at the walls of his surroundings! But each attempt to climb up the wall, only netted him handfuls of dirt.
“Help! Help! He cried aloud into the darkness. “I’m King Pompous, III and I’m trapped here. Help me! Help me!” The sound of his voice was hollow and eerie. He waited. No one answered. “Help! Help!” He cried out, “someone - anyone!” He thought he heard a sound over his head. Silently, he listened anxiously, but the sound died away. Then again he was sure he heard footsteps walking on boards that creaked the same way the boards under him did. Anger engulfed him. So, he thought, they’ve come back! “Well,” he shouted, “it’s about time you’ve returned! Do you know who I am?!” He screamed. “Release me! Do you hear?!” He ranted. “Release me immediately!” Gasping for breath, he waited for an answer. The footsteps ceased and there was no reply. “You filthy excuses for human beings,” he screamed, “I’ll have your flesh torn from your bodies…release me!”  But the silence continued. “Hello?! Hello?!” He yelled into the darkness, “Hello, up there - well, what are you waiting for?! Answer me!” He bellowed. “Answer me!!!” 
[bookmark: _GoBack]But there was no answer from whomever or whatever Reginald had heard. On two more separate occasions he heard footsteps and twice more he responded in the same manner. And twice more he received no response. Exhausted, he plopped down heavily and the dark, empty silence…covered him.


